iyo                         POPE
" Now turn to diff'rent sports," (the goddess cries)
" And learn, my sons, the wondrous power of noise,
To move, to raise, to ravish ev'ry heart,
With Shakespear's nature, or with Jonson's art,
Let others aim : 'tis yours to shake the soul
With thunder rumbling from the mustard-bowl.
With horns and trumpets now to madness swell.
Now sink in sorrows with a tolling bell;
Such happy arts attention can command,
When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand.
Improve we these.   Three cat-calls be the bribe
Of him, whose chattering shames the monkey tribe :
And his this drum, whose hoarse heroic bass
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying ass."
Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud din;
The monkey-mimics rush discordant in;
3Twas chatt'ring, grinning, mouthing, jabb'ring all,
And noise and Norton, brangling and Breval,
Dennis and dissonance, and captious art,
And snip-snap short, and interruption smart,
And demonstration thin, and theses thick,
And major, minor, and conclusion quick*
" Hold ! " (cried the queen) " a cat-call each shall win:
Equal your merits ! equal is your din !
But that this well-disputed game may end,
Sound forth, my brayers, and the welkin rend."
As, when the long-eared milky mothers wait
At some sick miser's triple-bolted gate,
For their defrauded, absent foals they make
A moan so loud, that all the guild awake :